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In any good cause simply with God's help
With any sword that shames not mine to meet.

Quan.    It is my cause ; me must they strike, or

none ;

Myself am all the quarrel; let them yield
Or give me battle.

Bothivdl.              Then, no need of words ,

Let but your excellency stand here by
And see the show as once that envoy bound
Twixt Hannibal and Scipio ; by God's grace
This too shall be worth sight and good report
If he not fail us.

Du Croc.          Madam, with rent heart

Must I take leave then of you.

Queen.                                    Sir, farewell:

I pray you say not that you saw me weep;
These tears are not to turn the sword's edge soft
Nor made of fear nor pity; but my heart
Holds no more rule on my rebellious eyes
Than truth on those my traitors ; yet I trust
Again to bring both under.               [Exit I)U CROC

Bothwell.                         We must fight j

Yet had I rather take it on mine hand
Than dare the general field,

Qitcen*                                No, for God's love.

BothwdL   God hath not so much love of us to serve;
Nor would I wager on his head to-day
That he shall fight upon our side.    Look there ;
They are at point to cross; even now you see
The first glint on them stirring of the sun
As they set forth to make by the eastern bank